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SOCIETY’S LATEST CRAZE. 
(A nice quiet game for the home.) 


THIS IS ONLY A LITTLE GaME OF ‘‘ PING-PONG ' IN PROGRESS, AND SOME OF THE BALLS ARE MISSING | 








**THIS HOUSE TO LET.”’ 


SiR, you 're not a bird of passage, but you sometimes, I suppose, 

When you’re tired of pricking folly with your verses or your 
prose, 

You must sometimes, as I fancy, take a whim to go and range 

To some other part of London or the country for a change. 


That means hunting for a house, Sir; it’s a weary job at best, 
Full of carking disappointments, void of happiness or rest. 
There are houses by the hundred, but they never seem to be 
Just the thing—at least, I find them quite unsuitable for me. 


There are houses in Belgravia, very frowning, very tall, 
Storeyed palaces of stucco, with a most’ extensive hall ; 
With electric light and nurseries, and a set of gloomy rooms, 
Like a range of mausoleums in an avenue of tombs. 


There a man might live and flourish, if he cared to take his place 
As an undistinguished atom in illimitable space. 

He would find it hard at starting, but discomforts he might baul:x 
With a telescope to see with and a megaphone to talk. 


There are tidy little houses where a doll could live at ease, 
With her tiny cups and saucers giving everlasting teas. 
With my shoulders on the ceiling and my feet upon the floor, 
I should stay inside for ever if 1 once got through the door. 





They have billiard-rooms, these houses, which they always 
advertise 

As containing billiard-tables of a full and proper size. 

They attract me, I admit it, but I doubt if they would do 

With their margins of six inches for your body and your cue. 


Then the fixtures, oh, the fixtures: there are some that seem to 
stay, 

There are some the former tenant seems to pack and take away. 

There are some he kindly leaves you, which are generally 
those 

That you take (although you hate them) and you pay for through 
the nose. 


So I faney on the whole, Sir, though I really want to go 
To some other part of London which is closer to the Row, 
I ‘ll avoid the storeyed palace, and refuse the stuffy cram 
Of the tidy little doll’s house, and be happy where I am. 
R. C. L. 








Foreigner (in Langham Place on Wednesday evening, June 19). 
Vy for dey fight? Is it an émeute—a revolution ? 
Policeman XXX (wiping the gore off his face). No, Sir; it’s 
what they call a Peace Meeting. 
[Foreigner flies, marvelling at the ways oj ces dréles 
de Rosbifs. 
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THE BOOK OF BEAUTY. 
A GREAT THOUGHT FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR. 


SECOND SERIES. 

VI.—THE HENLEY SECTION. 
Dedicated, with sincere admiration, to the Poet (not the 
Regatta). 

JUNE Ist, 2ND.—Out of the large-limbed night, 
Dewy and lush by tasselled glade and lawn, 
The rumble and roar of roistering carts, 
Insistent as the unconsolable sea, 
Rolls in to Covent’s ducal marts, 
Groaning with vegetable greenery. 
And, look, the upward lark 
Urges his spiral indeterminate flight, 
Thus early drunk with joy. Nay, do but hark 
How the lithe milkman at his watery trade 
Maddens the slumber-sodden kitchen-maid 
With virile voluntaries to the dawn ! 
3RD.—Now, while the City wakes 
To the old implacable game once more, 
To the lucre-lust too hoary for life to slake, 
Let us afield, Dear Boy, and briefly skirt 
The pungent fumes of Piccadilly’s floor, 
And press to where the boon and buxom Park 
Trembles through all her shimmering trees, alert 
To breathe the inviolate incense borne 
On virgin airs of morn. 
47H—6TH.—But lo! what artless cavaleade is here, 
That spurns the Rotten Way 
With strenuous four-foot thud and glimpses seen 
Of middle distance, saddle and thigh between, 
Worshipping, Orient-wise, the risen day ? 
Be still, poor fluttering heart, and vail thy fear ! 
This is no heathen orgie; in their eyes 
I trace no hint of hierophantic mirth ; 
No passionate impulse fires the sombre cheek, 
Sallow with erude 
And unassimilated food ; 
Insane of appetite, but otherwise 
Comparatively sane, 
In these consenting solitudes, 
Ere Fashion's tardier foot invade 
A peace designed for penitential moods, 
Unvexed of the vulgar gaze, they seek 
To blood the anzemie vein 
And stem the stomach’s irrepressible girth. 
Behold, it is the Fatty-Liver Brigade ! 
7Tu. . « « The Turf 
Ringing— 
The state of the odds by the layers of odds 
Bruited preposterous 
Over the railings 
Into the plunger’s infatuate ear. 


8TH—10TH. In days that succeeded 
The purely chaotic 
Condition of Nature, 
Rhymeless, amorphous, 
Much like the metre 
These verses are made in— 
In the commencement, 
As I was remarking, 
Turf was a feature 
In Eden, the well-known 
Site of Creation. 
There lay the prime horse, 
Absolute, thoroughbred, 
Showing no blot 


In his family ’scutcheon. 
Unbridled, unpaddocked, 
Unnoted of tipsters, 
He took through the Garden 
His usual canter, 
Or sat on me, downy, absorbing his meal. 
litH. . . . Then spake our Parent: 
‘*Ho! what a noble beast! 
He, on his backbone, 
Unless I’m mistaken, 
Will carry posterity 
Over green places 
On wings of the morning ; 
The joy of my offspring and pride of the Race! 
12TH. . . . Such was our Forefather’'s 
Dim adumbration ; 
There have been other 
More recent allusions 
To sport on the flat ; 
This was the first of them ; 
Then and thenceforward 
1 am the Turf. 
13tTH—16TH. Circling and sweeping 
Round Tattenham corner, 
Prone down the hillside, 
The hell-trap of Holocaust, 
Flashes the field. 
Out on the home-straight 
(Lo ! where the Derby dog, 
Openly imbecile, 
Seizes this crucial 
Occasion for crossing) 
Forth fares the favourite 
(CANNON to rear of him) 
Rightly ignoring 
The weight on his withers, 
The subtly prehensile 
Midget from over there ; 
And to the manifest 
Mirth of his backers, 
Lifts his homunculus 
First past the post. 
That is my moment, 
Crowded, delirious ! 
What did I tell you? 
I am the Turf. 


The Turf 

Turfy— 

The state of the odds by the layers of odds 

Bruited preposterous 

Over the railings 

Into the plunger’s infatuate tympanum— 

I am the Turf. 0.8. 
(To be continued.) 








**TO INTRODUCE IT INTO CHINA.’’—San Toi. 

(‘*An amazing story comes from China. The Heir-Apparent has, it is 
said, been greatly misbehaving himself and indulging in riotous pleasures. 
The Empress took him to task, and to her intense surprise the young man 
treated her to some saucy and flippant replies. It is difficult to imagine 
anyone being saucy and flippant with the Dowager-Empress.” — The 
Globe.} 

Dowager-Empress (severely). Not liking your nicee new flends. 
Shall spankee spankee if you no givee them up. Last week, 
I see you with Ho-Wor-Fun at Lun-Shon. Ho-Wort-Fun plentee 
bad man; too mutchee Boun-Dah. 

Emperor (sticking cheap cigarette in mouth and puffing smoke 
in ‘* Aunty’s’’ face.) Wot-Ho, olegal! You makee me laughee. 
Last night I go to Sing-Song ; plenty larks. To-night, I go to 
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Empire—ploper place for EMrrror. Last 
week I go racing and lose plenty taels. 
Me backee everly beastlee second, and no 
can do a winner. Ho-Wot-Fun plentee 
pidgin man, makee lots of oof. 

Dowager - Empress (angrily). Ho-Wort- 
Fun losee his head if he winnee his 
taels! You no be flends with him, or ! 
givee him chop chop! (Beckoning up 
the Lord High Executioner.) Whatee you 
do yesterday ? 

Emperor (reflectively). Lettee me see: I 
ecomee home with the milk, at five in 
mornin’. Had flee blandy sodas—eatee 
red herrin’ for bleakfast—go to Pleecee 
Court and pay ten taels fine for blackee 
poleecyman’'s eye. If no payee fine, must 
do in plison seven days. Had Lun-Shon 
with two Pitti La-Dis and dlive over to 
see Po-Lo at Hur-Ling-Hum, aftilwards— 
Dinee at Clubbee with ploglessive 
mandarin GO-ING-IT: go to Boxee matchee, 
and then on to Mu-sik-all and blought 
home aftilwards by another poleecyman ! 
Tomoller day, olegal, I takee takee 
you! 








**ON APPRO.”’ 
Or, How to Dress on Nothing a Year. 


[Ladies have been known, it is whispered, to 
order articles of fashionable costume ‘‘ on trial”’ 
the day before an important social event, and 
to return them as ‘unsatisfactory’? the day 
after. } 
Ou, Ascot-loving maids and dames, 
Divinities of high degree, 

Can this be true (1 name no names !) 
That in the current Sketch I see, 
How you display fine feathers free ? 


Fair Unknown whom I shyly viewed, 
How were you singled from the rest, 
The many-headed multitude 
Of women, each superbly drest ? 
Alas ! the reason’s manifest ! 


It was the hat, supremely smart, 
That graced your exquisite coiffure, 
And captivated every heart, 
The Lawn and Paddock’s cynosure 
Beyond all rivalry secure ! 


And now I deeply grieve to learn 
Your triumph was by means unfair ; 
Your milliner explains in turn 
The tale of this confection rare 
Your ladyship had deigned to wear. 


She says—-how could you be so mean ? 
You ordered it ‘‘ upon appro.’’ 

You flaunted in its borrowed sheen 
(Madame was there to see the show— 
You never dreamt that she would go!) 


Next day she got a little note 
To say you sent the headgear back— 
**’Twas not quite suitable,’ you wrote ; 
That milliner is looking black, 
A process-server’s on your track ! 
A. A.S. 








EASY PROBLEM PICTURE. 


JUDGING FROM THEIR COUNTENANCES, WHICH OF THESE TWO, WHO 
FROM A RACE MEETING, HAS ‘‘MADE A BIT” ? 





y, 


\ [Wn 
I Mt! lif, 
4 i . al 


‘Ny 


“NAME THE WINNER!” 


HAVE JUST KETURNED 








SELF-EVIDENT. 
(A Dialogue of the Day.) 

Official. You think it absolutely neces- 
sary to have a large force of police in 
readiness ? 

Organiser. Certainly, supported by a 
strong reserve in case of need. 

Off. Do you think the constables will be 
sufficient ? 

Org. Searcely. Ispeak under correction, 
but I think the military might be also 
valuable. 

Off. Would infantry be enough ? 

Org. They would be better if they could 
be backed up by cavalry and artillery. 

Off. Would the Fire Brigade be of any 
assistance ? 





Org. Undoubtedly, for not only could 
the hose be turned on to objectionable 
persons, but water would be in abundance 
in case of incendiary conflagrations. 

Off. The navy, of course, would not be 
required ? 

Org. Well, perhaps their services might 
be dispensed with, but it would be well 
to rely to some extent upon the marines. 

Off. Is there anything else you can 
suggest ? 

Org. No, for of course we shall have 
our own band of well-armed supporters. 

Off. 1 beg your pardon, but would you, 
please, again state the object of your 
meeting ? 

Org. The object of our meeting is the 
cause of Peace. 
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OCCASIONAL OPERATIC NOTES. 


Saturday, June 15.—Otello in Italian. Signor TAMAGNO, 
appearing as the Moor, could not have had a more enthusiastic 
reception than that given him after his long absence from 
Covent Garden. There is ‘‘No Moor at present ’’ except Tam 
Agno, and there won't be until August, when Otello has departed 
and sportsmen gone to the Moors. Odd, that the revival of 
Otello should have synchronised with the visit of the Moorish 
Embassy to London. 

Madame EAMES superb as Dear Desdemona, but not equally 
great in her dramatic rendering of the Shakspearean character. 
Can't expect everything in perfection, especially in opera, where 
the motto is “ singing first and acting afterwards.’’ Plenty of 
enthusiasm in the audience: loud calls, then smiling recipients 
of ‘‘ musical honours.’”’ All good, and MANCINELLI evidently 
delighted. 

Again at the Opera must be asked the question, ‘‘ Ou sont les 
neiges d'antan?’’ And the answer must be, ‘‘Up above the 
‘flies’ so high.'’ Given La Bohéme, and the supply of snow is 
so plentiful for that charming opera as to continue for several 
nights sparsely falling, quite unexpectedly, in the most unlikely 
places. For the sake of the Syndicate’s reputation this fall 
should be stopped, or else the report will get about that ‘‘ the 
House is full of ‘ paper.’’’ Absit omen. 

Wednesday, June 19.—MELBA to hear as Marguerite Is ever a 
genuine musical treat. To MELBA's Marguerite with lovely 
notes, The Syndicate for Faust selected Coates. Whate’er the 
tenors whom they choose to oust, They can’t make COATES to 
fit exactly Faust. ‘‘No time for measurement! take what 
we've got! COATES ready-made is here upon the spot,’’ 
Decides Sartorial Syndicate by votes. After his Faust they 
asked, ‘** Who'll cut out Coates?’’ As Mephistopheles, good 
Monsieur PLANCON Made every note of his most: fiendish chanson 
Tell with a force that charmed us one and all, Winning applause 
and heartiest recall. Summon’d by sounds not in the least 
uncertain, He and the others came before the curtain. Faust 
in best French the “ principals ’’ all sing; Not so the chorus, 
that’s a different thing. These, without principals, or with, 
insist On singing In Italian as they list. Although all sang as 
if they were inspired, The mise-en-scéne left things to be desired. 
With MANCINELLI as conductor clever, The orchestra was just 
as good as ever. A great success achieved, the opera ended. 
Alas, outside the pelting rain descended! Commissionaires, 
though usually dabs At swiftly running and procuring cabs, 
Did not, as on the other nights, abound, And sadly owned that 
eabs could not be found! The why or wherefore nobody 
explained; But one thing very certain was, it rained. The 
carriage folk of course were well provided, While for the rest 
they had to do as I did, And walk, much dreading lest we should 
be soused, Until we cabbed it. Oh, how we blessed Faust 

Thursday.—Carmen. Never mind whether ‘tis French or 
Italian, and on this oceasion it was in BIZET’s native tongue. 
Carmen, as rendered to-night, is delightful. CALVE, as Carmen, 
simply perfect. All the artfulness, all the heartlessness, all 
the fascination of the character, all the character itself—well, 
who has not seen CALVE as Carmen has never Carmen seen. 
And such a easte! As Don José, the weak, the tortured lover, 
M. SALEZA is one of the best. The entire caste excellent, 
dramatically and musically. ANCONA, as the gay Escamillo, 
charming us with ‘‘ Toréador contento,’’ as if we had never 
heard it before. Then the humour of the two scoundrels, 
played, sung, and stepped by Messieurs GILIBERT and FORGEUR, 
comes, as fresh as if the pie had only just been opened and the 
birds had begun to sing. The incomparable BAUERMEISTER as 
Frasquita and charming Mlle. MAuBouRG as Mercedes both 
delightful as the fascinating gipsies, Miss SUZANNE ADAMS, 
as the loving and trusting Micaéla, singing angelically and in 
sweet simplicity, contrasting with all the devil-may-care-iness 


! around her. STEDMAN’S boys up to the mark and doing their 
best, as if the holidays had already commenced, and Conductor 
M. PH. FLON conducting the orchestra with such spirit as to 
leave nothing to be desired except that we may see and hear 
many such readings of Carmen. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Doom Castle (BLACKWOOD) isa romance happily named. By the 
title, Mr. New. Munro, possibly unconsciously, sounds the key- 
note of a story with dark and gloomy background. Whilst the 
reader is affected by this pervading influence, he is none the 
less, perhaps all the more, moved by the stirring story. 
Mr. Munro has really written a romance, a rare achievement 
in these prosaic days. He is the more venturous since he has 
not shrunk from meeting WALTER ScoTT on his native heath, or 
footing it with STEVENSON in company with the kind of Seot he 
most affected. My Baronite doesn’t particularly care for the 
Duke of Argyll and his Duchess, who are rather Dresden-china 
figures. But Count Victor is a life-and-blood Frenchman, 
serving admirably as a foil to the sombre Scot and the terrible 
weather he comes in contact with during his sojourn in the 
country of Argyll. Sim MacTaggart, the roué Chamberlain, 
equally successful in the boudoirs of Paris and the drear land 
round Doom Castle, is admirably drawn, as is the ruined lord of 
Doom. Best of all is Mungo, the factotum put to infinite shifts 
to make the lean larder maintain the ancient hospitality of the 
the Castle. 

Paul le Maistre, by FREDERIC CARREL (JOHN LONG), is not 
within measurable distance of The Progress of Pauline Kessler 
by the same author. The canvas is too crowded, and there is 
so very ‘‘ much ado about nothing,’’ that the reader finds himself 
searching for the chief persons, who are lost to sight in a 
crowd of nobodies and anybodies. It is a restless Zolaesque 
and George-Mooresque sort of novel. Of all the characters that 
begin well and end badly there is none that doeth good, no not 
one, and they all go out of their way to become abominable. 
There is an exception to the rule, but he is a half-hearted 
nonentity, a person of no importance. The chief characters 
are of animal type, and their squalid story, such as it is, could 
have been told in a very few chapters, sufficient, that is, to 
interest the trained skipping reader of the masculine gender, 
for with the gentler sex the Baron feels sure this book would 
find seant favour. 

The Baron was under the impression that the old original 
**Cheshire Cheese’’ had disappeared with the old original 
**Cock Tavern,’’ but ‘‘ from information received’’ through 
the latest re-edited re-publication on this subject, entitled The 
Book of the Cheese compiled by the late T. W. Retp and edited 
by R. D. ADAMS, M.A. (FISHER UNW1N), it appears that the ancient 
tavern still exists. The traditions associated with the old 
plaee are very interesting, as also are the illustrations by 
SEYMOUR Lucas, R.A., HERBERT RAILTON, PENNEL, ALLEN, and 
CRUIKSHANK. The form, however, of the book might, the Baron 
suggests, be recast with considerable advantage to the 
extension of its future popularity. 

‘The Manager of Bradshaw's Guide presents his compliments, 
and begs the Baron's acceptance of a facsimile of the first 
edition of Bradshaw's Guide.’’ It isa gem! Perfect! A pocket 
guide dated October 10, 1839. Quite a curiosity. It seems 
that people in those days didn’t want to come up to London, 
but ranged only about Liverpool, Manchester, Bolton, there 
and thereabouts. Considering the novelty and the luxury, the 
fares were reasonable too! Worth while examining it for the 
sake of the few lines contained in the brochure, which at dinner- 
parties and in club smoking-rooms are all worth quoting. 

And here is a ‘*‘ surprise-packet’’ prepared by some of Mr. 
Punch’s young men, just toshow him what they can do when they 
like, after the manner of Todgers (‘‘ Oh, Todgers'’s could do it when 
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it chose '’), entitled Punch's Holiday Book, 
edited by E. T. REED, of Prehistoric Fame, 
and calculated to rejoice the hearts of all 
those who can take a holiday and with it 
this book, or, if unable to obtain a long 
or short ‘‘ vac,’’ may enjoy the sketches, 
poems and articles, all good and well 
chosen, during such time as they can 
spare from work. Mr. Punch, who has 
only just dipped into it and come up 
again refreshed, has one whisper for the 
ear of the clever collector of these well- 
considered trifles and well-executed cuts, 
which is, that to speak of ‘‘ Mr. Punch’’ as 
** Punch,’’ without the prefix of ** Mister,”’ 
is —ahem—well just a trifle too familiar. 
Does the Reedy-witted Editor of this 
Holiday Book call to mind the just indigna- 
tion of the devoted Sam Weller against 
** some person or persons unknown ”’ who, 
as he supposed, had taken liberties with 
the honoured name of ‘‘ Pickwick’’? Apart 
from his own hebdomadal publication, 
which is uniquely ‘‘ Punch,’’ he appears 
everywhere, and is addressed by every- 
body as ‘‘ Mr. Punch,’’ not a ‘‘ veteran”’ 
by any manner of means, but ever young, 
ever wise, genial to all, satirical but 
kindly, and everybody’s best friend. The 
contributors to the Holiday Book have 
done their best to ‘‘deserve success,’’ at 
least, so says the benevolent 
BARON DE B.-W. 








LEST MEN FORGET ; 
Or, A Girl's best Friend is the River. 
[This is to be a river season. Father Thames is 
an excellent matchmaker.—Lady’s Pictorial. | 
OH, what is a maid to do 
When never a swain will woo ; 
When Viennese dresses 
And eddying tresses 
And eyes of a heavenly blue, 


Are treated with high disdain 

By the cold and the careless swain, 
When soft showered glances 
At dinners and dances 

Are sadly but truly vain ? 


Ah, then, must a maid despair ? 
Ah, no, but betimes repair 

With her magical tresses 

And summery dresses 
To upper Thames reaches, where 


She turns her wan cheek to the sun 
(Of lesser swains she will none) ; 
Her glorious flame, 
Well skilled in the game, 
Flings kisses that burn like fun. 


And cheeks that had lost their charm 
Grow rosy and soft and warm ; 
Eyes lately so dull 
Of sun-light are full 
As masculine hearts with alarm. 
For jealousy by degrees 
Steals over the swain who sees 
The cheek he was slighting 
Another delighting, 
And so he is brought to his knees. 
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A LONG SHOT. 
(Before the commencement of the Polo Match.) 
Young Lady (aking her first acquaintance wich the game). ‘‘Ox, I wIsH YoU WOULD 


BEGIN, 


I’M 80 ANXIOUS TO SEE THE SWEET PONIES KICK THE BALL ABOUT!” 


[Her only excuse is that she hails from a great football cownty. 








PABULUM. 

(‘‘ Mutton at every meal was not calculated to 
promote digestion, or to encourage the love of 
mutton, and the same was true of the classics,’”’— 
Lord Avebury to the Students of the City and 
Guilds of London Institute.} 

O COME and feast on reason’s cates 
And luscious fruits, on golden plates, 
Outspread by education, 
Come, quaff the goblet, clear and cool, 
By Science at the Muses’ pool 
Filled for your delectation. 


No longer now old classic food— 
Gross gobbets, joints ill-cooked and crude 
Raised by the pedant’s breeding— 


The gorged and jaded appetite 
Shall bolt unchewed, instead of bite, 
And dining be mere feeding. 


| For now the dainty taste may play 
With lighter food, in many a way 
That our skilled teachers dish us, 
Who offer from their bill of fare 
| A morsel here, a tit-bit there, 
| All toothsome and delicious. 


So, while the sated soul, set free 
To sip of science like a bee 

And shame the grosser glutton, 
Culls culture (like JACK HORNER’s plum), 
The classics, in the time to come, 

Shall be as dead as—mutton. 
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BABS THE INSUFFERABLE. 
An Undramatic Sequel. 

THE Hysteria, on which Bass _ the 
Insufferable and her brother MONTACUTE 
were returning from their Eastern tour, 
steamed slowly into Plymouth Sound. 

The news of her arrival struck a chill 
into the heart of Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE, 
which even the presence of salmon 
mayonnaise on the menu at luncheon failed 
to dispel. 

‘* We must really get married at once,”’ 
she said to Mr. JELLIBOND TINNEY, as she 
helped herself for the fourth time: ‘‘ Then 
we can go away and settle somewhere else, 
and BABs can live at Dane Court with her 
brother. He will be of age in a few 
weeks.”’ 

**Do you think MonTACcUTE will stand 
that? ’’ enquired JELLIBOND, dubiously. 

** Of course he will,’’ replied Mrs. K1nG- 
CONSTANCE, helping herself to a cutlet. 
‘*MONTACUTE is curiously stupid. He 
quite likes Bass. If he didn’t he would 
not have taken her abroad with him.’’ 

**Let us hope that travelling will not 
have sharpened his intelligence,’’ said 
JELLIBOND. ‘*‘ When will they be here? ”’ 

‘*T expect them to dinner.”’ 

JELLIBOND groaned. ‘‘ You had better 
ask the CADENHOUSES to dine too,’’ he 
suggested. ‘It will give BABS someone 
to be rude to besides oursel ves.’’ 

** How thoughtful you are, JELLIBOND,”’ 
said Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE. ‘‘I will write 
to them directly after luncheon. Shall 
I tell them BABs will be here ? ’’ 

**Not if you want them to come,’’ 
answered JELLIBOND, grimly. 

BaABs’s greeting to her family, on her 
arrival, was characteristic. Tea was in 
the drawing-room when she entered, and 
Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE was preparing to 
attack her fourth muffin. 

‘Hallo, mother!’’ she said. ‘Still 
eating! If you don’t take care you’ll 
die of apoplexy.”’ 

“Really, BABS, how can you say such 
things! ’' replied her mother, nervously. 

** You here too, TINNEY ?’’ she went on, 
turning to JELLIBOND. ‘‘ Hanging on to the 
mater’s skirts as usual.’’ 

** My dear BABS, is that a way to address 
your future father-in-law?’’ JeLLIBOND 
asked with heavy geniality. 

**Oh, hang fathers-in-law!’’ said BaBs. 
**T wish the relationship didn’t exist.’’ 

**So do I,’’ JELLIBOND answered sweetly. 

When the CADENHOUSES arrived she 
greeted them in her usual sprightly 
manner. 

“You 're looking more than usually 
plain this evening, Aunt LORRAINE,” she 
said, as they sat down to dinner. “I 
wonder why CADENHOUSE married you 
instead of me.”’ 

** That 's easily answered,’’ replied her 
aunt, acidly. ‘‘He thought he would 
rather be your uncle than your husband.”’ 





‘* Had you there, BABS!’’ MONTACUTE 
observed from his end of the table. 

‘*Shut up, ’Cute,’’ his sister answered. 
‘* One rude person is quite enough in any 
family.”’ 

**I do hope you ’re not going to quarrel, 
children,’’ said Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE, anxi- 
ously. ‘It will quite spoil my dinner.’’ 

**T don’t think that will, matter,’’ an- 
swered BABS; ‘‘ you’re too fat as it is, 
mater.”’ 

CADENHOUSE gasped. 

‘* Ts she always like this at home?’’ he 
murmured to his wife. 

‘** Always,”’ replied Lady CADENHOUSE. 
“It is her idea of humour.”’ 

‘*What an escape I had!” thought 
CADENHOUSE. 

‘* When are you going to be married, 
mother ?’’ asked MONTACUTE, presently. 
Abruptness was a peculiarity of the K1nG- 
CONSTANCE family. 

‘*As soon as we can find a _ house, 
dear,’’ said his mother. ‘‘ JELLIBOND 
heard of one in Gloucestershire the other 
day.”’ 

‘* If you imagine I’m going to bury my- 
self in Gloucestershire, you ‘re much mis- 
taken,’’ said BABs. 

**Of course not,’’ said Mrs. KINGCON- 
STANCE, greatly relieved ; ‘‘ you will stay 
here with ’CUTE.”’ 

‘* Thank you,’’ put in MONTACUTE, drily ; 
‘*T would rather you left me out of your 
arrangements.”’ 

**But you know you will like to have 
your sister with you,’’ said Mrs. KInG- 
CONSTANCE, persuasively. 

‘“My dear mother, do be _ serious,’’ 
answered MONTACUTE. ‘Is it likely that 
I should like Bass to live with me? 
Would anybody like it? Do you like it 
yourself? ’’ 

**No,”’ said his mother, ‘‘ I’m afraid I 


don’t.”’ 
‘*No more should I,’’ said MONTACUTE 
decisively. 


Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE wrung her hands. 
‘** JELLIBOND said this would happen,’’ she 
moaned, ‘‘and I didn’t believe him. Was 
ever anything so unfortunate! ’’ 

‘* Cheer up, mater,’’ said BABS, coming 
to the rescue, ‘‘I shall be all right. 1711 
go and stay with CADENHOUSE.’’ 

‘*Pardon me,’’ returned Lady CADEN- 
HOUSE, ‘* you will do nothing of the kind. 
Nothing would induce me to consent to 
such an arrangement.”’ 

‘* You are always so selfish, LORRAINE,”’ 
said Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE, plaintively. 
** It’s in the family, I suppose.’’ 

‘When I have the misfortune to have 
a niece whose manners are absolutely 
insufferable,’’ snapped Lady CADENHOUSE, 
**1T can searcely be blamed for not wishing 
to have her permanently in my house.’’ 

**Cat!’’ interjected Bass. 

“IT think, perhaps, I have a suggestion 
which might meet the difficulty,’ said 
JELLIBOND gently. 





** You are always so clever, JELLIBOND,”’ 
said Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE. 

‘* A life spent in compounding American 
drinks, and in the practise of hypnotism 
to induce people to swallow them, tends to 
sharpen the faculties,’’ JELLIBOND observed 
modestly. 

‘**Go ahead, TINNEY,”’ said BABS. 

‘““My suggestion is,’’ JELLIBOND said 
sweetly, ‘‘that this young lady should 
be given an allowance—a small allowance 
—by her mother, and go and ‘live her 
life.’ I think that is the phrase. She 
might then indulge in any eccentricities 
of deportment which she fancies without 
annoying her relatives.”’ 

‘*But she can’t possibly live by her- 
self,’’ put in Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE. ‘‘ She 
will want a chaperon.’’ 

‘*BaBS is so very modern that that 
perhaps might be dispensed with,’’ re- 
plied JELLIBOND. ‘*Besides, I doubt 
whether you could get any chaperon to 


stay. Chaperons are very independent 
nowadays. They are almost as bad as 
housemaids.”’ 


‘*That is true,’’ said Lady CADENHOUSE. 

‘*Tf, however, you dislike the idea of 
her living alone,’’ JELLIBOND went on, 
‘““she might, perhaps, board with Mrs. 
GRAND, or share rooms with the Heavenly 
Twins. Or she might live at one of those 
advanced clubs, where the food is cheap 
and the committee are not too particular. 
Ultimately, of course, she would start a 
erusade. Disagreeable women always end 
by starting crusades. But I daresay you 
would not object to that.”’ 

** Not at all,’’ said Mrs. KINGCONSTANCE. 
**Tt all sounds very suitable. When do 
you think she could start, LORRAINE? 
Would to-morrow be too soon ? ’’ 

‘* Nothing could possibly be too soon,”’ 
replied Lady CADENHOUSE. 

And that was the end of BABs the In- 
sufferable. St. J. H. 





A WANDERING IN WIERTZLAND. 

DEAR MR. PUNCH, —It was WILSON 
WAGGLETHORPE who conceived the idea of 
wandering to Wiertzland. He had never 
set eyes on the paintings of the weird 
impressionist, but somewhere or another 
he had come across a reputed portrait of 
the eccentric Belgian, and thenceforth 
his mind became, if I may so put it, 
be-Wiertzed. He was certain that WIERTZ 
was the grandest limner who had ever 
existed in the land of D. TENIERS and 
P. P. Rupens. And I was so persuaded 
by WAGGLETHORPE that, lo, and behold! 
one fine evening found us crossing the 
North Sea on board of the G. E. R.’s 
comfortable ship the Colchester. 

I cannot say, before we retired to rest, 
that WAGGLETHORPE’S conduct was in any 
way extraordinary ; but the next morning, 
when I ascended on to the deck to survey 
the very red, green and yellow hues 
(representing houses, meadows and water) 














bl a ol 














June 26, 1901. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 471 








ofi:'the Scheldt and country, I was sur- 
prised, when my friend drew me on one 
side, and whispered, ‘‘ Look, there is 
WIERTz in the flesh.’’ He pointed to a 
gentleman who had no peculiarity about 
him, in so far as I could see, but the fact 
that he wore a Peagreen Waistcoat. He 
might have been WIERTZ, but his flesh was 
not superabundant, and he was drinking 
rum and milk, and not, as might have 
been supposed, Wiertz-key and water. 
His appearance, however, greatly im- 
pressed WILSON WAGGLETHORPE, who, 
relying upon the authenticity of the 
WieER1z likeness (cut out of an American 
paper), still asserted that it was the 
painter redivivus. The portrait, I after- 
wards discovered, was that of a Texan 
filibuster; but let that pass—as he did— 
away. 

On arrival at Antwerp, WILSON WAGGLE- 
THORPE immediately proceeded to provide 
himself with the coins of Belgium and 
several other Continental states. I may 
here state that this monetary collection 
comprised (1) a two-frane piece bearing 
the image and superscription of pear- 
headed Louis PHILIPPE, (2) a coin with 
a female figure supposed to be Helvetia, 
(3) a solid piece of silver revealing very 
indistinctly the features of the Ré Galan- 
tuomo VicTOR EMMANUEL, (4) a Greek 
token of dubious minting, (5) a Wallachian 
para; and (6) what looked like a Nijni- 
Novgorod goods label, together with other 
currency, all of which was refused by the 
subjects of King LEoroLp. 

Now, it so happened that when WAGGLE- 
THORPE was collecting his cash, there 
appeared at the self-same house of call 
the Man in the Pea-green Waistcoat, 
otherwise WIERTZ restored like an Old 
Master. WAGGLETHORPE immediately put 
down his income of dubious doubloons to 
the malevolent influence of the stranger. 
A curious theory, considering his infatua- 
tion for WreRtTz’s work, which he had 
never seen. And also, curiously enough, 
on six separate occasions, when WAGGLE- 
THORPE was endeavouring to pass away 
the coins, WIERTZ’s double appeared— 
once at the Zoo, when WILSON was paying 
for some nuts for the monkeys; again, at 
the Music Hall just after a spirited artist 
had done seven ‘‘turns’’ in unbroken 
succession; again, in the wagon-lit car- 
riage, bound for Brussels, when my 
friend was attempting to compel the 
contréleur to give him whiskey, which he 
did not sell; also, when he was stealing 
away from a cab; and, lastly, when he 
was trying to defraud a bookstall clerk 
in respect of a Tauchnitz novel. On 
each and every occasion there was the 
Man in the Pea-green Waistcoat, su rvey- 
ing WAGGLETHORPE with an unearthly and 
undeniable smile. 

On arrival at Brussels we chartered 


a driver to take us to the Musée 
! 


Wiertz. The charioteer swore that he 








THE SALE OF INTOXICANTS TO CHILDREN BILL. 


‘‘Ir’8 ANOTHER HINJUSTICE TO HUS PORE WIMMEN, IT 18! THEY WON’T LET US SEND 
THE KIDS FOR IT NOW, AN’ IF MY HELDEST BOY GOES FOR IT ’E ’AS ARF OF IT ‘ISSELF, 
"AN’ IF MY OLD MAN GOES ’E NEVER COMES BACK; SO THE HEND OF IT 1s, I ’AVE TO GO FOR 
IT MYSELF!” 








had never heard of the establishment, but! attendant. The latter raised his head and 
by dint of promises of pourboires he finally, | said, in unmistakable and coarse English, 
after taking us to a horticultural show, | ‘‘ Look ere, governor, ’adn’t you better 
a home for sick animals, and the Hotel | drop it?’’ It was the Man in the Pea- 
de Ville, brought us to the desired edi-! green Waistcoat ! 

fice. WAGGLETHORPE immediately glued | WAGGLETHORPE gave a fearful yell, and 
his eyes to the little holes through which | flinging down the whole of his base metals, 
the visitor gazes at the Wiertzian spec- | fled from the Museum. 

tres. He chuckled with delight, and was| I met him subsequently at the Gare du 
also much taken with a delineation of | Nord, wrestling with much absinthe. ‘By 
NAPOLEON I., in a warmer place than the Jove!’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘I was right. 
Tuileries was supposed to be before it That man was W1ERTZ, after all.’’ 

was burned by the Communists. Then J am, dear My. Punch, 

he turned round and selected several Your obedient Servant, 
catalogues and photographs, and I saw NICHOLAS NIBBs. 
him hand the Louis Paiipre coin to the Doggerbank House, Fulwell. 
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NIL DESPERANDUM. 


Tomkins (who has hooked his first Thames trout, fallen out of his punt, and come over the weir), ‘*‘ Excusk ME, MADAM, BUT WOULD 
KINDLY BKING ME MY ROD, AND PLEASE KEEP THE POINT WELL UP, AND GIVE HIM PLENTY OF LINE!” 


You 








“ STRANDED.” 


[** Mr. Rirentr is to be asked whether he has observed the loss and 
inconvenience arising from the consecutive manner in which numerous 
authorities ‘take up’ the most frequented streets.’’— Daily Telegraph.] 

(From our Special Correspondent.) 

LONDONERS will rejoice to hear that the passage of the Strand 
and Fleet Street has at length been forced. For many weary 
months this strongly entrenched position has held out against 
the traffic, not one-tenth part of which has been able to pass. 
The enemy's earthworks, fosses and artificially-made barricades 
of scaffold poles have been so well held by strong bodies 
(especially strong when the weather has been at all warm) that 
the citizens have almost despaired of ever ‘‘ getting through.”’ 
But under cover of the darkness last night, General Omnibus's 
contingent, in the absence of most part of the enemy on public 
(house) duty succeeded in forcing the passage. 

This morning, terms of peace have been arranged. On con- 
dition that the citizens do not press their advantage, the Trades 
Unions controlling the working army have agreed that at the 
end of five years, when the indentures of the apprentices 
(whom they are now instructing in landscape gardening in the 
London streets) shall have run out, they will once more allow 
the general body of Londoners to use their own roads. These 
terms were accepted without demur, as being much more 
favourable than any which the hapless citizens had ever 
expected. 








SEcOND-DAIRY EpvucATION.—Instruction in turning cream into 
butter. 





PETERED OUT. 
My love, I cannot make you any verses, 

1 ’ve used up every single rhyme I know. 
My still-born stanzas merely end in curses, 
Prosaic wrath your former poet nurses, 

And more, my dear, what infinitely worse is, 
BROWN makes his go. 


Brown, who could never shine among the shiners, 
BROWN, who was envious of the praise I got, 
Least useful of the wretched penny-a-liners, 
One of the legion of perpetual whiners, 
Sits high amongst the most luxurious diners, 
And I do not. 


My love, the songs I made to give you pleasure 
Brought me my name and ruined me completely, 

For I have spent the last of all my treasure, 

Squandered for you Love’s last mellifluous measure, 

Sung all my voice away through work and leisure— 

Sung far too sweetly ; 
But though I starve, now I can sing no more, 
1 keep the love that made me sing before. 








Wuy was the stable door locked when the horse had bolted ? 
To keep the ‘‘ chaff’’ from getting about ! 


SUGGESTED MoTro FOR A WELSHER. —Cut and (don’t) come 
again. 
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PIPING TIMES OF PEACE. 


DAME Harcourt. ‘“ AHA! AT LAST HE IS PLAYING SOMETHING DISTINCTLY RESEMBLING AN AIR.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Tory, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, June 17.— 
No use shirking fact that REDMOND 
Cadet’s comrades look upon him with 
newly- born suspicion. Constitutionally 
quick-witted, familiar by pained experi- 
ence, from the days of SADLIER downwards, 
with the tendency of patriots to make 
personally advantageous terms with the 
Saxon, they don’t like the Cadet’s goings- 
on to-night. They may do him injustice ; 
certainly the circumstance is peculiar. 
Except that his legs are more substantial, 
his voice more resonant, he in relation to 
public life reealls Mr. Sim Tappertit, 
captain of the ’Prentice Knights, later, 
when times grew stirring, known as The 
United Bulldogs. He has. the ponderous 
gravity, the occasional aloofness, the fatal 
fluency, and, above all, the boundless 
ambition of the politician who disturbed 
the reign of GEORGE THE SECOND. 

It must also be said that to one of his 
temperament and ability the situation is 
tempting. It is true C.-B. is nominally 
leader of the Liberal Party, and the other 
night the SQUIRE OF MALWoOoD amicably 
dined in his company. But the Liberal 
Party is at least a Trinity of organism. 
To-night one section of it has come to the 
fore. Taking no counsel with Front 
Bench, LLoyD-G£ORGE moved adjournment 
in order to hold up to contempt and 
detestation of delighted foreigners his 
countrymen, who at the close of more 
than eighteen months’ hard fighting and 
incessant toil are doing their best for the 
women and children abandoned by the 
Amid rapturous cheers from ‘‘ the 
foreign element ’’ in the House, boasted 
of by REDMOND LLoyp - GEORGE 
denounced Englishmen in charge of the 
refugee camps as guilty of deliberate 
ill-treatment of women and children, a 
parallel for which he found only in the 
dealing of Spain with Cuba. 

JOHN ELLIS, not to be outdone, likened 
state of things under British flag to the 
Black Hole of Caleutta. BRYN ROBERTs, 
happily inarticulate, bobbed up and down 
on the Bench and shook his gory hat at the 
Secretary of State for War. That man of 
Peace, Captain Pirie, gnashed his teeth 
over Mr. HALDANE, whose judicial habit 
led him to invite production of proof of 
the infamies charged against absent men. 

REDMOND Cadet saw his opportunity, and 
seized it by the hair. Here were sheep—or, 
in recognition of their belligerent attitude, 
rams—without a shepherd. Now was the 
time to strike in, and show them where one 
was to be found. He could rant with the 
loudest of them. To denounce anything 
British, to bring gross charges against 
anyone bearing the commission of the 
Sovereign, or endowed with the authority 
of the Executive, had been his pastime 
from boyhood. If Englishmen and Welsh- 


soers. 


Ainé, 





men were fouling the national nest, should 
an Irish Member refrain from applauding 
them? REDMOND Cadet thought not. 
Moreover, there was the ulterior motive 
suspected by PATRICK O’ BRIEN, sniffed at by 
Mr. FLAVIN. Last Session REDMOND Cadet 
was one night discovered on the Front 
Opposition Bench. The incident was re- 
garded at the time as a mere ebullition of 
the high spirits which sometimes tempt 
the street gamin to walk behind an uncon- 
scious swell mimicking his manner. To- 
night there is uneasy suspicion in the 
Irish camp that it had deeper meaning. 





\W \ 
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A STUDY 


Warm and tolerant reception of a good Liberal who ventured to hazard the assertion that in all 
probability our feliow-countrymen in South Africa were not engaged in carrying through a wanton and 


criminal war with the grossest barbarity to women and children. 


IN LATTERDAY 


and gazing reflectively round the House, 
he asked another. ‘‘ What is small coal?’’ 

JOICEY, sitting opposite, thrust his 
hand in his trousers’ pocket and drew it 
forth with look of keen disappointment 
on a face prematurely seamed with the 
Shilling Coal Tax. ‘‘The Right Hon. 
Gentleman,’’ he said, ‘‘ should give notice 
of that Question.’’ If he had only known, 
he would have brought down a handful 
of small coal, which, chucked at the head 
of the CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER, 
might have carried conviction. As it was, 
St. MICHAEL AND ALL ANGELS, ignoring in- 
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“ LIBERALISM.”’ 


These outrageously ‘Jingo ”’ 


sentiments were naturally received with every symptom of horror and detestation on the Radical benches. 
(Mr. H-ld-ne, K.C.) 


Why should REDMOND Cadet play second | 


fiddle among Irishmen below the Gangway 
when he might lead at least a section of 
the historic Liberal Party? Listening to 
tirades delivered below and above the 
Gangway on Opposition side, there seems 
distinct appropriateness in the bold 
scheme born to-night in a busy brain. 

Business done.—Factories’ Bill read a 
second time, at the fag end of a sitting 
whose freshest hours were snatched for 
surprise attack on the caretakers of the 
Boer refugees. 

Tuesday night.—‘* What is a pound 
asked a great financial authority long since 
gathered to his fathers. The ingathering 
took place before the problem was solved. 
SARK says, in the Bankruptcy Court of 
to-day, a pound varies. Sometimes it’s 
one and threepence ; occasionally it runs 
up to fifteen shillings. The remark 
seems inconsequential. It was Sir ROBERT 
PEEL’S classic question the CHANCELLOR 





9 


OF THE EXCHEQUER had in his mind 
when, leaning his elbow on the box 





terruption, repeated the enquiry, ‘*‘ What 
is small coal ?’’ 

Echo answered, ‘* What ? And there 
was no other response. Even the SQUIRE 
oF MALWOOD who, since he migrated to 
Monmouthshire, has become personally 
acquainted with the Coal Industry, had 
no readier or fuller reply. Difficulty 
arose on rumour that, his heart softening 
towards the ruined millionaires of the coal 
mines, the CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER 
had been tempted to reduce by one-half 
the export duty on small coal. St. 
MICHAEL now explained he was quite 
ready to take that step. But whilst 
meditating on it he found himself faced 
by the problem he had stated. 

Others of analogous form have proved 
not impregnable. 

‘*What is Truth?’’ asked the Sunday 
School teacher of attentive class. 
‘*Please, Sir, it’s sixpence,’’ answered 
a small boy whose father was in the 
bookstall business. 

‘* What is small coal ?’’ the CHANCELLOR 
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OF THE EXCHEQUER asked for the third 
time, and over the silent House there 
broke no murmur of response. 

Business done.—Civil List Bill read a 
third time. 

House of Lords, Thursday night.—The 
MARKISS has infinite scorn for his fellow 
men. It is intensified in contemplation of 
the assembly in which, nearly sixty years 
ago, Lord Ropert CEecIL won his spurs. 
Would rather not allude to its existence. 
If it be forced on his unwilling attention 
waives it off with contemptuous gesture. 
When, as to-night, House of Commons is 
bracketed with what the MARKISS calls 
‘*the Drunkards’ Bill’’ (it is really the 
BisHOP OF WINCHESTER’S) his contempt 
becomes vitriolic. Bill coming up for 
third reading, SPENCER wanted to know 
what course Government would take in the 
Commons. Would it be carried through 
this session ? 

‘*That depends,’’ snapped the MARKIssS, 
‘*upon the action of persons with whom 
the noble EARL has closer political con- 
nection than I can claim.”’ 

All he could say was that the Measure 
would appear with a Ministerialist 
asterisk affixed. A sign, he believed, 
which ** meant so much in another place.”’ 

Poor, pallid print can convey no idea of 
the seorn conveyed in this reference to 
the House of Commons’ custom whereby 
Ministerial Bills are distinguished on the 
Orders of the Day by anasterisk. ‘* Star- 
ring a Bill,’ it is called in that poor, 
maudlin assembly. Contemplation of 
the process inereased the MARKISS'S 
amusement at the childishness of the 
House of Commons. Pressed to say 
whether the Licensing Bill would be 
similarly distinguished on its Agenda, he 
became almost funny. 

‘**Lam not,’’ he said, ‘‘ invested with 
the power of distributing these much 
envied stars. If the noble lord will give 
me a day’s notice, I will tell him some- 
thing about that form of astronomy.”’ 

Noble Lords loyally, not too loudly, 
laughed. They knew by hearsay of the 
existence of the House of Commons. They 
even have heard some talk of a pretension 
or desire on its part to abolish the House 
of Lords! It was scarcely worth noticing ; 
but well enough to have it occasionally 
snubbed in this exquisitely humorous 
fashion. 

‘*When I hear the MARKISS referring to 
the House of Commons,”’ said the LorpD 
HiahH CHANCELLOR, ‘it subtly conveys to 
my mind the impression that he is holding 
it out with a pair of tongs whilst he talks 
over its head,”’ 

Business done.—Budget Bill further dis- 
cussed in the Commons. 

Friday night.—Committee of House of 
Lords have taken in hand subject of the 
Declaration made by Sovereign on his 
Accession that justly and deeply affronts 
our Catholie fellow citizens. ATTORNEY- 





GENERAL FOR IRELAND tells me he has 
received from an Orange Lodge in Bel- 
fast copy of a resolution just passed. It 
approves and applauds the _ barbaric 
phrase on the ground that it is ‘‘a great 
bulwark of civil and religious liberty.’’ 
When we come to think of it, recalling 
the objectionable phrase and all it implies 
to the detriment of some millions of 
fellow-citizens, this is the grimmest piece 
of unconscious humour I recall. 

Mr. GLADSTONE once told the MEMBER 
FOR SARK he well remembered in his 
early days, on taking his seat in the House 
of Commons reciting and subscribing an 
Oath of Allegiance equally offensive to 
Catholic citizens. 

*‘On one occasion,’ Mr. G. said, 
‘* following on a general election, I sang 
the words very small so as not to 
offend the just susceptibilities of DANIEL 
O'CONNELL, who stood close by me taking 
the Oath in the form then specially pre- 
scribed for Catholies.’’ 

Business done.—Scotch Votes in Com- 
mittee. 





TO SHAKSPEARE AND HIS WORKS. 


MARRED, murdered, misquoted, 
Adapted, mistaken ; 

And volubly voted 
The product of Bacon, 

And prefaced with comment, 
Abridged, annotated, 

By men of no moment 
Curtailed and collated. 


Sold, sold, sold and re-sold, 
Bound, bound, bound again, 
With edges and tops gold, 
Or sprinkled or plain. 
The Poems in vellum, 
The Dramas in cloth: 
And together they sell ’em, 
Or separate, or both. 


Recited and acted, 
And bellowed{and spouted, 
Extracted, redacted, 
By amateurs shouted, 
And edited, edited 
By old or new men, 
And frequently credited 
With some acumen.., 


Rhymed, sonnett-ed, ode-d 
In immature verse 
With eulogy loaded, 
Or just the reverse. 
Imitated, dissected 
And parodied, too, 
Essayed and Selected 
For someone’s Review. 


Trimmed, twisted, translated, 

To suit every tongue, 
Pruned, cut, expurgated 

(A gift for the young), 
Explained, illustrated, 

And turned into prose, 
Criticized, emendated ! 

And read? Goodness knows! 





A SONG OF SCIENCE. 


(The United States Fisheries Commission are 
making efforts to evolve some hybrid fish. of an 
entirely new type by mixing the eggs at spawning 
time. ... Another marvel which will possibly 
be produced is the turtle with an edible shell, by 
crossing the soft-shell crab with a terrapin.” — 
Daily Paper.) 

O List while I sing 
You the following song, 
Quite a short little thing 
That will not keep you long, 
In praise of American science, 
Which appears to be going it strong. 


We know that our kin 
Work wonders not small ; 
A yarn they can spin 
Out of nothing at all, 
And on the most slender foundations 
Build stories amazingly tall. 


For turtle, as such, 
No longer they wish, 
They are seeking a much 
More luxurious dish, 
So, instead of just crossing the fish-pond, 
They ’ve taken to crossing the fish. 


To soften the shell 
Is their object and care, 
And they ’ve managed quite well, 
As you ’re doubtless aware, 
In doing the trick with their nut trees— 
Atleast, they re all colonels out there ; 


And before this same year 
Has worn itself out, 
We shall all of us hear 
Of fresh wonders, no doubt, 
That they ’ve crossed a cucumber with 
salmon, 
And Whitstable oysters with stout. 





ERIN GO BRAGH. 


DEAR MR. PUNCH,—I perceive that there 
is a movement on foot, initiated by the 
Patriot DooGAN, M.P., for teaching the 
Irish language to the youthful REDMONDS 
and HEALBYS of the Emerald Isle. I am 
sorry that the Government has _ not 
acquiesced in the motion. I, myself, 
would bring in a measure compelling all 
Hibernian Members of Parliament to de- 
nounce (they never speak) in their native 
tongue. Just fancy the rapture with which 
they would inveigh in a language incap- 
able of comprehension by a single Sassen- 
ach! And what a mighty relief to the 
other legislators! If necessary, the 


‘Speaker might be provided with an Anglo- 


Irish Dictionary, or possibly a new post 
(open to Nationalists only) might be 
created, viz., Interpreter for Ireland. 

Trusting that my suggestion may be 
supported by you. 

I am, yours obediently, 
LINDLEY MURRAY WALKER. 
The College, Torkington-on-the-Marsh. 
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Ad Misericordiam, 161 

After Bank Holiday, 279 

After the Whitsun Holiday, 399 

Airy Trifle (An), 190 

All for Beer, 140 

“ All that glitters is not Gold,’’ 362 

Another ‘* Real Conversation,” 462 

Anthropology Llustrated, 157 

Apology (An), 70 

Arrant Knights, 111 

*Arry’s Lament, 121 

Art in the Dolls’ House, 250, 268, 286, 304 

Ascot Anticipations, 447 

Avis aux Voyageurs, 60 

Bass the Insufferable, 470 

Bacillus Amoris, 455 

Back to the ** Backs,”’ 348 

Ballade of Dreadful Diseases (A), 16 

Ballad of Edward Grey (A), 166 

Bank Holiday—and After, 415 

Bauer in May (A), 400 

Beautiful for Ever, 330 

Belles Lettres, 198 

Blank File (The), 22, 40 

Bookie and the Nurserymaid (The), 438 

Book of Beauty (The), 56, 106, 13u, 144, 
232, 252, 308, 326, 394, 412, 466 

Britannia to H.M. Government, 212 

Brummagem at Oxford, 298 

Bumble Spirit and the Constable, 125 

Bureau of Common-Sense (The), 233 


289, 


Business Experiences of the Hon. T. 
Cash, 229, 247 

Cartoons of Sir Jackides the Inimitable, 
Ds 


Cash before Courage, 406 

Census and After (The), 284 

Chance for Sir Michael (A), 309 

Chineasy-going Emperor (The), 222 

Christmas Carol (A), 7 

Coals and Compatriots, 345 

Compensation, 191 

Concerning the Census, 254 

Contra Vim Mortis, 154 

Conversational Hints for Young Riders, 
18, 28, 46, 62, 110, 139, 154, 196, 228, 257, 
291 

Croesus a la Mode, 329 

Cultured Conversations, 354, 416 

Cum grano Salis, 19 

Cupid at Bangor, 175 

Cupidons and Cuisine, 346 

Cure for Insomnia (The), 274 

Curious Courtship (A), 282 

Curse of Spring (The 

Dainty Dilemma (A), 7 

Dance Dialogue (A), 280 

Darby Jones on the City and Suburban, 
316 

Darkey to his Dinah (The), 49 

“ Decorutions,”’ 398 

Delenda est Carthago, 44 

Derby, according to Darby Jones (The), 
428 






Die-ary of a January Fly, 35 

Diary of an Advance Agent, 363 

Diary of a Skater, 140 

Diary on Board a Submariner, 64 

Disease of Genius (The), 418 

Diverting History of the Southend Lion 
Hunt, 375 

Doing Things by Three-quarters, 330 

Domestic Dodo (The), 21 

Dramatic Prologue (A), 234 

Dramatic Sequels, 14, 34, 50, 68, 118, 126, 
146, 162, 214, 322, 339, 357 





Dream of the Statistician (The), 26 
Drink of Peers (The), 256 
Druriolanus & Co., 62 

Ducal Reflections, 437 


| Duelling & la Mode, 447 


Easy Circumstances, 374 

Egg-o-test (The), 138 

Emancipation Day, 179 

E-mperor’s Quandary (The), 164 

English Parodist’s Love-Letters (An), 217 

Essence of Parliament, 100, 141, 159, 189, 
207, 225, 248, 261, 315, 333, 351, 369, 387, 
405, 459, 475 

Evolution of a Musical Comedy, 153, 174, 
192, 211, 218, 246, 264 

Examination for a Directorship, 49 

Exhortation (An), 428 

Expected Recommendations, 37 

Expert in Handwriting (The), 135 

Feminine Fashion, &c., 442 

Fictitious Campaign (A), 117 

Fixed for the First, 238 

Flat-earther’s Lament (The), 302 

Fleet in seeming (A), 244 

Following Footsteps, 150 

Food for Infants, 304 

Food of Genius (The), 132 

For a Change, 410 

Force of Habit (The), 347 

For Foreigners in London at Easter, 280 

For Love of Sciatica, 279 

“ From Frying-pan to Fire,”’ 

From Shade to Shade, 454 

From the Riviera, 124 

From West to East, 172 

Full Cri! 157 

Give and Take, 197 

Good Old Times revived at the Vaude- 
ville, 374 

Growl of a Gardener (The), 463 

Haxpicap of Intellect, 384 

Happy Hills of Lee (The), 382 

Hawker's Lament (The), 64 

Henricus Irvingius Coriolanus, 328 

Herbs of Disgrace, 53 

Here ’s to the Policy Drifty, 292 

Home-coming of the Chiet (The), 4 

** Home, sweet Home!” 366 

Horrible Imbroglio (A), 423 

How Granfer Volunteered, 58, 108 

How to Write for Punch, &¢., 172 

Hullabaloo at Galuppi’s (A), 39 

In Andalusia, 436 

India loquitur, 132 

In Good Company, 442 

In re Army Reform, 204 

In Vino Veritas, 312 

Invitation (An), 276 

Invocation (An), 455 

In Western Garb, 444 

* JACKIDES,”” 1 

Jam Puff (A), 230 

Jeers, idle Jeers ! 253 

** Johnson for Lichfield,”’ 888 

Journalism Nowadays, 276 

Just before the Budget, Mother, 271 

KNOWLEDGE on Credit, 67 

Lapies’ Cabinet Council (The), 52 

Lady without Mercy (The), 272 

Laments of London, 293, 803, 356 


444 


| Latest Craze (The), 373 


Latest from Mars, 161 

Latest Sensation (The), 253 

Law Costs, 285 

Lest Men forget, 469 

Letter to a Young Publisher (A), 25, 45 
L’ Homme incompris, 294 

Life Tax (A), 254 

** Lioness Comique ” (The), 328 

London Logic, 210 

Longfellowish Lay (A), 410 





Love-letters of a Danish Woman, 406 

Love's Labour not Lost, 63 

Love's Little Liabilities, 67, 114, 171, 194, 
213, 274 

Lullaby (A), 424 

Maaic Word (The), 19 

Man from Blankley’s (The), 343 

Man proposes—so does Woman, 142 

Man’s Place in Nature, 187 

Mars through the Glasses, 38 

Martyrdom of Uncle Jack, 107 

Marvellous Recovery, &c. (A), 297 

Matinitis, 222 

McCoriolanus personally conducted, 454 

Meeting of the Bench (A), 200 

Military Dialogues, 55, 105, 124, 148 

** Missing Word ” (The), 52, 186 

Missionary of Manners (The), 463 

Modern Colossus (‘The), 173 

Moggson’s Christmas Eve, 4 

Morbid Reflection (A), 307 

More Ducal Reflections, 460 

More Munificence for Millionaires, 394 

More than Enough, 137 

More than usually Gay Soldier at Isling- 
ton (The), 419 

Mr. Miffin’s Adventure, 129 

Mr. Picklethorn’s Contribution, 408, 427 

Musical Glasses, 376 

My Holiday, 49 

Nationa Football Co. (The), 347 

National Memorial (The), 361 

Nature’s Ally, 254 

New Century Greetings, 16 

New “ Froude ” (The), 380 

New Gallery (The), 400 

New Genius of Stratford-on-Avon (The), 
178 

New “ Polly” Dialogue (A), 185 

New Renaissance (The), 300, 318 

New Road (The), 311 

News from the Front, 462 

New Star and what will come of It (The), 


178 

Next Splash Wedding (The), 183 

Nihil Nimis, 292 

Noble Game (The), 72 

Notes of a Dog o’ War, 419 

Not so bad as Volodyovski, 446 

Not too Plain Morality, 210 

“* Now is the Season —-—”’ 329 

OccastonaL Notes at the Opera, 392, 399, 
425, 434, 451, 468 

Ode (An), 412 

Ode to the “* Flue,” 352 

O Fortunati Nimium, 388 

Ohé! mon Maire! 221 

Ohmar and Oh My! 180 

Old Friend in Need (An), 374 

Old Style, 120 

Old Style and the New (The), 3€6 

Omnia vincit Amor, 

**On Appro.,” 467 

On Bank Holidays, 272 

On Dit at the Bar Steeple-chases, 266 

One of the New School, 321 

One-sided Conversations, 285 

On Stage ‘‘ Food and Feeding,”’ 452 

Operatic Prospects, 256 

Optimist’s Spring Song (An), 254 

Our Booking-Office, 2, 32, 44, 71, 122, 138, 
158, 198, 202, 220, 237, 256, 270, 290, 318, 
827, 346, 872, 879, 398, 417, 430, 464, 468 

Our Boys, 406 

Our Children’s Letter, 128 

Our Own Private View, R. A., 354 

Out of Danger, 365 

“Out of Nothing, Something comes,”’ 239 

Overlooked, not forgotten, 426 

Pasu.um, 469 

Painful Poems, 191, 216, 262, 279, 317 





Painful Position (A), 231 
Pale Poem (The), 453 
Party Pleasantries, 447 
** Patrie!’’ 285 

People who Pall on Me, 365, 382, 415, 455 
Pertect Letter-writer (‘The), 167, 178, 212 
Persuasive ($8) Pekin, 271 

Pessimist’s Spring Song (A’, 240 
Petered out, 472 

Philanthropy in the West End, 220 
Pictures Mounted, 373 

Pie that Cook made (The), 121 

** Ping Pong,”’ 312 

Plea for the Guilty (A), 338 

Poems for the Million, 27 

Popular Fallacy (A), 370 

* Posters,’’ 454 

Post-Office Competition, 197 

Potage A la Strand Theatre, 202 
Preliminaries, 131 

Preparing for the Press, 195 
Prophetic, 292 

Provocation, 208 

Public Passion, 463 

Quen (The), 92 

Questions in the House, 176 
Questions of the Hour, 149 

Raty of Terror (The), 307 

Ramsgate and Tramgate, 320 
Rather ‘“ Out of it,’ 257 

Record Banquet (A), 456 
Regulations for a Public Gallery, 321 
Regulations for Motor Cars, 393 
Remarkable Remedy (A), 202 
Returned Gainsborough (The), 290 
Reverie of a “‘ Special,’’ 448 
Reviewers’ Retreat (The), 409 

Royal Group at the Royal Academy 


122 
Rus in Suburbe, 292 
* Sauce for the Goose,”’ 384 
Seasonable Letter (A), 201 
Season (The), 416 
Scientist on his Metal, 208 
Schoolmaster Abroad (The), 43 
Seaside Roundel (A), 455 
** Self-Evident,”’ 467 
Service and Society News, 57 
Severe Case of a Fever (A), 184 
Shafto Secundus, 16 
Shakspeare on Drink Adulteration, 155 
Shakspearean Souvenir (A), 258 
‘** Ships that pass in the Night,”’ 383 
Show-Seeing made easy, 164 
Silence that Paid (The), 196 
Slavery for Ever, 420 
Small by Degrees, &c., 302 
Social Astronomy, 424 
Soldiers of Misfortune, 113 
Soldiers’ Progress (The), 391 
Song Celestiai (A), 61 
Song of Science (A), 476 
Song of the Sub-marined, 344 
Song of the Twentieth Century (A), 6 
Splendid Bankrupt (The), 254 
Spoilt Parents, 381 
Sporting Deputy (A), 267 
Sportive Songs, 4, 124 
Sportsman’s Nightmare (A), 265 
“Spring, Spring! beautiful Spring! ’’ 455 
Statistics gone Crazy, 292 
Steamboat Ahoy! 249 
Steeple-chase Rider’s Diary (A), 317 
Story of the Long (A), 7 
“ Stranded,”’ 472 
Strange Case of Gen. Colvile, 20 
Suggestions to shorten Cricket Matches, 
325 
Suggestion with several Shocks (A), 182 
Summer Resorts, 361 
Suprema Lex Battersese Voluntas, 173 


A), 
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Tate of a Cat (A), 446 
Tartarin a Brighton, 31, 37, 112, 166 
Taxes to pay and Axes to grind, 337 
Teeth! 435 
Thanks to the L. H. C., 484 
That dreadful Game, 308 
There ’s Room for All, 334 
Theophrastus up to Date, 216 
* This House to Let,” 465 
Thousandth Pity (A), 61 
Through the Wires, 184 
To a Jilt, 208 
To All the other Girls, 276 
fo a Pigeon of “ La Piazza,”’ 380 
To Bridge, 445 
To Chloe, 197 
To Christobel, 401 
To Gad’s Hill and Back, 452 
Toiler’s Holiday (The), 270 
* To introduce it into China," 465 
To my Dog, 38 
To my Small Niece, 195 
To Phyllis, 358 
fo Shakspeare and his Works, 476 
To the King’s Parliament, 167 
‘To the New Century, 7 
To the Sun, 21 
lo Triptolemus, 444 
Toujours la Politesse, 266 
Tramgirt Island (The), 270 
Traveller's Protection e (The), 345 
Tribute to an Old Friend (A), 249 
Trustworthy, 45 
Turkey in Europe, 32 
Twelfth Night, 19 
Twelfth-Night Characters, 138 
* Twencent,’’ 185 
Twentieth Century (The), 117 
‘Typewriter as a Humourist (The), 38 
Usexpectep Interviews, 310, 336, 390 
‘niformity, 302 
Tnprotected Female (The), 372 
‘seful and Ornamental, 382 
Jses of Advertisement (The), 280 
“U. 8.— US,” 44 
Vary Quest (A), 448 
Value of Gymnastics (The), 401 
"Varsity Verses, 20, 53, 61, 111, 128, 145, 
165, 177, 204, 217, 238, 266 
Venezia la Bella, 236 
Visitors in our Village, 397, 433 
Waxkine them up at the St. James's, 156 
Walk up! Climb up! 434 
Wandering in ** The Wilderness,” 376 
Wandering in Wiertzland (A), 470 
Watchman, what of the Knight ? 26 
What it must never come to, 254 
** What might have been,”’ 402 
What the Zoo really wants, 364 
Whitechapel to Mayfair, 172 
Who is It ! 201 
Wife’s Plea (A), 210 
With Rod and Air-Gun, 145 
Year Later (A), 150 
Yule-tide Past and Present, 6 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 


** Anus and the Man,’’ 205 
Black Man’s Burden (The), 331 
Cheaper in the End, 349 
Childlike and Bland, 47 
Claiming Acquaintance, 403 
Difficult Steering, 151 
God Save the King! 115 
Government Clock (The), 385 
House and the Census (The), 259 
Jack Bull and the Beanstalk, 187 
“ Little Bit of Sugar for the Bird’’ 
295 


A), 3 
“Old Firm” (The), 421 
“Pay! Pay! Pay!’’ 313 
Piping Times of Peace, 473 
Pleasure to Come (A), 65 
Quite at Home, 223 
Raw Material (The), 367 
** Requiescat ! ”’ 88 
Something to go on with, 277 
Soul above Business (A), 457 
Their Majesties, 133 
Time’s Appeal, 10, 11 
Urgent, 29 
Vain Appeal (A), 241 
War Office History repeats Itself, 439 
Which will He drop on ! 169 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 


ABSENT-MINDED Man’s Umbrella, 149 
Amateur Steeple-chase Meeting, 255 
Americans Shopping in Paris, 375 
Ancient Roman Census, 176 

Ancient Reman Coaching Club, 425 
Appreciating a Writer’s Articles, 373 
Art Addressing London, 269 

Artful Gamekeeper and Sportsmen, 29 
Artist and his Housemaid, 361 

Art Patron and Artist, 308 

. 1% Explanation of Op. 2, 325 

At the “‘ City and Suburban,” 275 
Faby in Time for the Census, 217 





Baby Spilling her Tea, 330 

Barber’s Cut on Face (A), 402 

Blue Ribbon Cook (A), 293 

Boating Party Hearing Echoes, 409 

Bobby and the Lambs, 299 

Boy and the Bird’s Eggs, 433 

Boy’s Back as a Stand, 384 

Broderick Valentine (‘The), 140 

Butler’s Contempt for a Mother's Meet- 
ing, 204 

Cabby’s Herse after the Derby, 420 

Caddie’s Whisper to Nervous Golfer, 64 

Carpenter’s Apprentice and Saw, 365 

Children and Intoxicants, 471 

Children’s Country Holiday (The), 44) 

Chinese Diplomatic * Ping Pong,’’ 305 

Chippendale Chair (A), 105 

tissy and Tommy out Hunting, 27 

‘odtish and Fisherwomen, 23 

‘olour of Cambridge Sausages, 231 

‘ommander of the Horse Marines, 171 

‘oster not going to Epsom, 427 

‘oster’s Cart on Whit-Monday, 399 

‘ountry Couple’s Silent Walk (A), 393 

‘ountry Dame and the Leeches, 348 

‘rying Child in a Tableau, 53 

‘yelist in an April Shower, 284 

‘zar Saluting Queen Victoria, 97 

De Smythe in Ladies’ Company, 443 

Diner and Waiter’s Complaints, 339 

Dining Swell and Orchestra, 191 

Disappointed Burglars, 7 

Doctors and Belleville Tubes, 163 

Dogs in an Omnibus, 45 

Donald and Fair Cyclist’s Handker- 
chief, 209 

Donkey got the Hiccups, 397 

Duke pA Duchess on Magic Carpet, 199 

Dust-proof Costumes for Motorists, 464 

—_ Egyptian “* Bradshaw” (‘The), 410 

Employer and Lazy Garden Lad, 258 

naw per of India (The), 84, 85 

End of the Hunting Season, 249 

Equestrian Pupil Falling off Horse, 132 

Evening Party at Mrs. Microbe’s, 54 

Fair American and Tedious Pianist, 8 

Falstaff, Prince Henry, and Poins, 377 

Farmer and Giles in Hayfield, 456 

Farmer and the ‘* Wire ’’ Board, 21 

Father Thames and the Samlets, 323 

Feather Girls and Lady's Costume, 253 

First Parliament of Edward the Seventh, 

3 


14 
Fishing down a Drain-pipe, 381 
Fishing for Conger Eels, 451 
Fishing Man over the Weir, 472 
Fog Signals for Asthmaticals, 28 
Fossil Shells and Auntie’s Age, 137 
Fox on Electric Wires, 121 
Freddie allowing Mabel to Drive, 129 
French Soldier and Miss Morocco, 429 
Gardener and Old Lady’s Whisky, 33 


Gentleman taking the Chairs (A), 18 
German Emperor and our King, 99 
Gipsy Woman and Lucky Gent, 417 
Girl Wanted to Wait at Table, 245 


| Goat in Amateur’s Garden, 383 
| ** Good-bye, Grandmamma!”" 98 
Hampstead Heath Yeoman (A), 276 


Harry's Son on Twelfth Night, 36 

Harry’s Son’s Academy Pictures, 355 

Hearing and Seeing a Joke, 391 

Hiding from Random Shots, 125 

Hoping Fishes cannot Hear, 435 

Housemaid and Milkman, 177 

How to deal with a Bad Shot, 5 

How to get Papa's Consent, 455 

Hunting Farmer falls Right Side of 
Fence, 15 

Hunting Lady and New Rails, 107 

ttunting Man's ** American Seat,’’ 222 

Hunting Man’s Dancing Mare, 212 

Hunting Man's Runaway Horse, 179 

Hunting on Snow-Skates, 43 

Hunting Swell and Boy on Pony, 161 

Husband’s New Year’s Resolutions (A), 


SL 

Illustrated Quotations, 184, 213, 267, 
329, 357 

Impecunious Swell and Tailor, 257 

l.ish Fish-dealer and the Hunt, 57 

{rish Huntsman and Man in Ditch, 145 

[rishman and his Dog, 119 

Jane's Reason why Things Break, 229 


| Japan and the Russian Bear, 235 
John Bull and Royal Hollanders, 109 


Jonathan buying John Bull’s Store, 341 
Jones envies Ladies saluting, 263 
Kaiser a British Field-Marshal, 127 
Knew Her when He was a Boy, 401 
Lady and Invalid at Seaside, 240 
Lady Cyclist to follow Her Nose, 407 
Lady Driver upsets Trap, 72 

Lidy Hockey Players and Cow, 311 
Lady with Profile at Milliner’s, 31 
Last Boer Wicket (The), 359 

Lazy Girl to be sent to Service, 150 


| Lessons in Coaching, 371 


Little Boreham and young Widow, 366 
Little Future Lord Mayor (A), 3 

Little Game of “ Ping-pong”’ (A), 465 
Little Girl and the Miulkman’s Cry, 219 
Little Girl buying a Kipper, 113 

Little Girl buying Antibions Pills, 35 
Little Girl forgets about Lies, 453 


| Little Girl, Goat, and Hat-rack, 61 


Little Griggs and Caricaturist, 167 
Lord John to form a Ministry, 77 
Macmillion Distributing Wealth (The), 


395 
Madame Fashion and “ Bridge,’’ 287 
Major and Old Lady’s Ear-Trumpet, 317 
Mare and Motor Car bolting, 438 
Matinée Hat of a Swazi Warrior, 156 





Meeting on Varnishing Day (A), 335 
Military Instructor and Pupils, 283 
Miss Ethel and Plain-faced Poet, 463 
Miss Withers’ Photograph, 111 
Mistress and Hardworked Servant, 338 
Motorists upset into a Pond, 265 
Mr. Punch as Umpire at Cricket, 446 
Mrs. Britannia’s Boys’ New Suits, 215 
Mrs. Chatterleigh on Friend's 
ment, 415 
Navvy and the District Visitor, 283 
Neptune, Britannia, and Submarine 
Boat, 59 
Nervous Railway Passenger (A), 321 
Nervous Tenor and Accompanist, 353 
Noble Lady Travels by Omnibus, 279 
Nocturne in Tree-dwelling Country, 1°4 
Nurse and Infant Betting Firm, 419 
Old Gent and a Dropped Parcel, 461 
Old Lady Drinking Glass of Milk, 69 
Old Rustic’s New Year Greeting, 6 
Old Scholar and School Porter, #12 
Opening of Parliament— Outside Show, 


141 
** Page Drawing ”’ (A), 285 
Parish Council Meeting (A), 186 
Paterfamilias’s Photography, 363 
Peel’s Letter of Introduction, 75 
Pheasants’ Eyes and Tail (A), 204 
Plumber taking Possession of House, 55 
Pompous Publisher and Authoress, 201 
P. O. Ogre and Messenger, 195 
Princess of Wales and Soldiers’ Families, 


191 
Private View from Academy Skylight, 
337 


Puoch and His Snow Effigy, 46 

Punch Motoring in Egypt, 139 

Punch’s New Century Greeting, 17 

Punch's Welcome to Lord Roberta, 13 

Queen again Opens Parliament, 95 

(Queen Knighting the New Year, 1038 

Queen Launching Battleships, 101 

Queen Opens the Great Exhibition, 80 

Queen Reviewing Ashantee Troops, 93 

Queen's Prayer for her Soldiers, 82 

Queen's Visits to Ireland, 78, 79 

Queen Victoria at London Hospital, 83 

Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, 86 

Ktecovered Gainsborough (‘The), 319 

Rejected Lover’s Sympathy (A), 309 

Repairing a Motor-Car, 168 

Riding a Bolting Camel, 343 

Riding-Master Tnstrestio Pupil, 155 

Roll of Great Monarchs (The), 73 

Runaway Hunter and Loose Reins, 197 

Russia Haunted by Anarchy, 251 

Russian Bear and Manchuria, 210 

Salisbury’s Janiform Head, 49 

Schoolboy and Hall-Marked Medals, 445 

Sister’s Sympathy (A), 347 

Six-Handed Sailor (A), 291 

Smoking Youth’s New Year’s Promise, 25 

Spain, America, and Filipino, 413 

Sparrows and Butterflies, 345 

Squire’s Daughter and Small Farmer, 447 

re Kitchenes’s Speech, 117 

Stalwart Hockey Girl and Small Man, 221 

Stonehe as a Conning Tower, 67 

Stout Lady and the Posts, 307 

Stout Party putting on Overcoat, 131 

Stranger pb Lonely Shepherd, 114 

Stranger Couple on Park Seat, 437 

Street Boys at Hairdresser’s Wiudow, 203 

Sub-river Boat-race (A), 247 

Tablets of Azit-tigleth-miphansi the 
Seribe, 281, 411, 441 _ 

Tasting Beer Professionally, 37 

Throwing the Old Shoe, 81 

“Tipping” the Huntsman, 237 

Tipsy Rider and Glass Frames, 297 

Toasting Sir John Tenniel, 431 

Tube Vibration and Broken Vase, 173 

Two Jubilees—Queen and Pope, 96 

“'Twopenny Tube”’ Tickets, 423 

Uncle Sam and Miss Cuba, 185 

University Boat-race (The), 239 

Unmanageable Motor-Car (An), 63 

Valentine’s Day, 123 

Vibration of the Tube, 122 

Villager directing Stranger to Chippen- 
hain, 273 

Visitor to Church and Sexton, 157 

Volunteer Cavalry Man (A), 379 

Welsh Dragon and Royal Arms, 181 

What to Play in a Ladies’ Band, 3vu1 

Whit-Monday in Future Africa, 393 

Why Bobby wouldn’t Dance, 227 

Why his Picture was Rejected, 689 

Why She didn’t Kiss Grandpapa, 41 

Wilfrid Lawson and Beer-Driuker, 147 

Winning and Losing ** Backers,’’ 46/7 

Woman and Her Pigs (A), 327 

Workhouse School of Art, 158 

Yankee and American Eagle, 71 

Yokels and the Notice-Board, 193 

Young Lady at Polo Match, 469 

Young Lady Driver and Visitor, 165 

Youth Meeting Young Lady, i83 

Zebras at the Zoo, 271 
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